“@pIEU TO GALES. 


eee ey. -ctenee 


Some Jike a Southern region, 
But this Northern clime for mé, 
‘Where les my loy’d companion, 
And where I hope to be. 
You who form my senate, 
Please execute my will, 
Do place me with my Janet, 
Who lies in Zion hill. 


What though the stormy winter 
Doth ruffle all the trees, 

Then comes a gentle sunimer 
‘And autumn’s genial breeze. 

The primrose*and the daisies 
Adorn the pleasing spring, 

While sparrows crowd the hedges, 
And larks are on the wing. 


De re ee eee 


Adieu, my friends and kindreds, 
For the South I'll see no more ; 
I must stay with kind comrades, 
Who peruse my pennéd lore. 
Adieu, my native mountains, 
And the rich and verdant vales, 
With the rippling brooks and foun- 


In thee, old lyric Wales. [tains 


Though worldly things do glitter, 
They are to me as drose, 
When I think of the Saviour 
Who died upon the cross. 
When in the vale of darkness 
I will firmly trust in Thee ; 
Lord, in thy loving kindness, 
Do Thou remember me.. 


Ss. M. 





